non-commissioned officers as well as to humbler fry.
Vacas, who has a young wife in Madrid, implored
me in vain to replace this punishment by any other,
no matter how severe. You can well imagine that
I was all the more elated when the order came
through that all non-commissioned officers, what-
ever their place on the list, had to go to Madrid
to have themselves measured for their new uniform.
We happened to do the journey together. I
scarcely had time to change at the Alianza when I
was rung up by Vacas. " Captain, my brother is
back too. In honour of this festive occasion we
have killed a rabbit, and we should think it pleasant
if you could join us." Needless to say I accepted
the invitation. The table was set in a sort of
veranda which lay in the shadow of fruit trees in
bloom. Only the distant roar of the guns re-
minded us that we were at war. Sitting round the
large flat dish out of which we all ate were Vacas,
the parents, his wife, his brother, and a collection
of little ragamuffins for whom eating apparently was
such a serious matter that they forgot their native
mischievousness. Now and then a spoon was
planted in the middle of the dish as a sign that the
wine was going round. Whoever then ventured to
go on eating, before the spoon was removed, received
a rap on the knuckles.

Suddenly, when conviviality was at its highest,
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